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luck, I felt immensely grateful. As ever, in this life, feelings of joy were tinged with some disappointment. It would have been marvellous to take my wife, but owing to my dollar situation this was impossible. Then I would have liked to travel in the Queen Elizabeth, but her first-class accommodation was full. Eventually I decided to sacrifice slow luxury for potential speed. I flew from London Airport in a Liberator of British Overseas Airways. When I stepped out on to the airport in Newfoundland which bears my name, after sitting up all night in the air-conditioned cabin, I was sick. A fine way for Gander to christen Gander. •
This confusion of names puzzled many people. I sent a cable to my wife reading " Love from Gander. Gander," causing the cable clerk to scratch his head. The B.O.A.C. people crossed my name off the passenger list, thinking it was a mistake, and causing Alex Faulkner, our energetic and hospitable New York correspondent, to cancel my hotel reservation. We took off from Gander, circled over a country of lakes and forests exactly as I had imagined it to be, when one of the engines conked out and we landed again. Gander obviously had a fatal attraction for Gander, and I began to doubt whether I should ever get away. Then, after hours of delay, the Liberator did finally wrench itself free and break the magnetism.
La Guardia airfield, New York, is a back-door entry to a city designed to impress visitors who come by sea. There is no skyscraper profile, no Statue of Liberty, no harbour— only midgets playing golf, gloomy building blocks, and an airport like a score of others. It is taking an unfair advantage of New York to arrive at La Guardia. Some day, perhaps, the city will be rebuilt to show off to the air traveller. I felt I had come in at the tradesman's entrance. Then New York began to stab, flog and batter me with impressions. Europeans have complained for a century that the Americans boast of the bigness of everything. But everything is bigger—faster—madder. I had moved overnight from Liliput to Brobdingnag, from a quiet country town to a Babylonian fun-fair, from cool rooms to over-e was irrepressible, found the strain of " non-fratting " in theirTheon-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
